REGIMENTAL LIFE IN THE KING'S REGIMENT
"Essex and Suffolk Fire Insurance" round his hat, appeared
and was most friendly and sympathetic. I then made the
first big decision of my life. I thought that perhaps he might
not know, on a Sunday night with his office closed, that I had
not paid that premium, so I instantly took him into the mess
hut and showered port on to him and got my brother subalterns
to do the same. He was quite ready to mark me up as "paid",
whatever the premium, which I think was only five shillings.
I thought that I had done really well. Soon after he had gone,
my faithful servant, McGrath, appeared, black and bedraggled,
straight off the ruins, with the keys of the mess safe. How
thankful I was, but the real shock was to come. When we
opened the safe I found that both the mess and I were insured
with die "Phoenix" and not with the "Essex and Suffolk"
at all I The wrong man had had the port! Another quick
decision had to be made; I had to find the Phoenix agent, and
I did. He was in bed, but he came down and told me not to
worry; he would mark me up as paid. So good were the
"Phoenix Company "to me, an overdrawn second-lieutenant,
that they paid my claim in full and gave me a certificate to
say it was exclusive of my uniform, and I got another ^108
out of the Government for that. That was forty-three years
ago; I have insured with the "Phoenix" ever since; that sort
of kindness to a youngster is not forgotten. I stayed that
night with my future wife's people. Her father, Brigadier-
General Grattan, was then a major in The King's Regiment.
My wife was under ten years of age, but she remembers that
fire very well.
Here is another story of Colchester days. We had a major
whose leg it was very easy to pull and who was not very
"quick on the uptake". , One evening, some of us subalterns
pretended to be terribly interested in the news that there was
to be a total eclipse of the moon that night, and that one of the
very few places in, England from which it would be visible
was the top of the Racquet Court in our, lines. Actually I
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